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Sir Harry
Gentle Beauty in Novel
By Archibald Marshall

SIR HARRT. By Archibald Marshal!.Published by Dodd, Mead & Co., NewYork.

Mr. Marshall should not be read in a
hurry. Those who have followed him.
without fatigue, through the history ofthe Clintons and his other novels knowthat his pen is leisurely. At times
there is more than a suspicion that it
is doubling on its carefully chosen
tracks, and such repetition is not al¬
ways excusable. Tne description of
Royd Castle and its interesting in¬
habitants leaves little to conjecture.Making people sec, Mr. Marshall warns
on his first page, is literature. But
compelling imagination as well as eye-sight is also literature's privilege. In
376 pages of writing so expansive that
it sometimes elaborates even the in¬
finitesimal, Mr. Marshall makes us see,
and see through and around, over and
under every character.

If read in a mood as leisurely as the
manner of its writing, such analysis,despite its frequent resemblance to dis¬
section apparently for mere dissec¬
tion's sake, is continually interesting.The average reader, however, must have
a little William Dean Howells in his
nnture to accept almost constant analy¬sis with sincere grace; he may be ex¬
cused for protesting when the story is
worried into a corner and held there in
analytical chains too long. But he
must not forget that he is readin*
tragedy. The inevitable failure of
Lady Brent's plan to shield young Sir
Harry from a world in which his father
married beneath him is nothing less
than tragedy. And tragedy requires
analysis of thought, word and deed.
The tide of this tragedy never runs

wildly. Its sequence of common events
flows with determined placidity. Its
people are never violent, its situations
stormy only in their undercurrent. All
the characters are likable. Even Mrs.
Brent, unfortunate mother of Sir
Harry, for years shut away from her
own world with Harry to help shield
him from it, comes through LadyBrent's final scathing arraignment of
her selfishness with the weight of sym¬
pathy on her side. Watching for the
fairies in the garden at midnight,building a log cabin with Pobbles and
Jane, secretly laying his heart at Vio¬
la's feet near the hidden woodland
pool, or running away to play a man's
part for England in the great war, Sir
Harry, page by page, is a joy. We
must admit he is as beautiful ns every
one around him repeatedly insists he
is. Wilbraham, his tutor, and Michael,the tippling father of Viola, are drawn
with almost as much success. Selfish¬
ness is the blackest villainy picturedin the book.

It is Lady Brent, however, who lin¬
gers longest in memory. Hers is per¬haps the greatest tragedy. First im¬
pulse prompts dislike of her, because
the exile she forces upon her grandson
seems to be unjust. But Mr. Marshall
succeeds later in justifying her course,
and at the end she gains full sympathyfor the inevitable failure of her greatexperiment. Failure onlv because Sir
Harry dies in battle; Viola's parent¬
age, fortuitously enouuh, has been
proved worthy, though as low as Mrs.
Brent's.
The book's gentle pages have many

passages of great beauty. Of these
there is the closing scene between
Viola and Jane at the woodland pool.Here the subject of immortality, close
to many hearts wounded by the war,is treated with an insight whose pene¬tration is keen because it is spiritual.
And the world has many readers who
will linger over Jane's sentence: "All
of him we loved is alive somewhere."

L. H. A.

Balkan Tales
National Life Reflected
In Translated Stories

SHORT STORIES FROM THE BALKANS.
By E.lna Worthley Underwood Pub¬
lished by the Marshall Jones Company.
Edna Worthley Underwood has un¬

dertaken to strengthen the entente be¬
tween America and the hitherto sub¬
merged nationalities of the Balkans by
translating a representative collection
of short stories from the Czech, Ru¬
manian, Montenegrin. Serbian and
Croatian literatures. They are cruder
and wilder in fashion than tales of the
Russian, but they are colored by the
same striving for realism. They are for
the most part stories of the peasantry,
and they make vivid to foreigners
simple and primitive habits of mind.
Some are grim and some are gay, and
perhaps the grim ones are more easil>
understood by the Anglo-Saxons than

the gay ones. The thrill of horror In"Easter Candles," a story in which aJew takes a ghastly revenge on aGentile bully who has terrorized him,is universal enough for translation in
any language.
The reflections of nntionnl life which

these stories afford make the transla¬
tion of them an interesting and worth¬
while piece of work.

The Raincoat Girl
Pollyannaesque Touches
In Novel by Miss Lee

THE RAINTOAT OIRU Hy .Teani'tto
I.i>f>. Published by Scrlbner's, New
York.
Two of the most disliked and I sup¬

pose most desirable character attri-
butes are abnormal efficiency and per-
petual good cheer. "The Raincoat Girl"
discloses the fortunes of a young worn-

an, conspicuously endowed with these
excellent but unpleasant qunlities.
Her environment is unfavorable and
inclined to repress all natural desires
and ambitions. This is not a ques¬
tion, however, of adaptation to environ¬
ment. The person in question adapts
her surroundings to herself. In other
words, she is what is commonly known
as constructive and finds it as simple
to reorganize a business ns to trans¬
form her old, shabby dress into a new
and pretty one.
We are apt to be somewhat on the

defensive with this exponent of joyand success. Successful people are
acceptable, socially, provided they
have had a decent number of setbacks.
In spite of the ominous aninstorm
that launches the heroine in a cloudy
atmosphere and presumably on a sea
of trouble, she never encounters a

significant cloudburst. She conquers
all without a struggle and is utterlyabove our sympathy.
Another center of interest in the

novel is a youthful and modern poet,intended to be delightfully absurd and
actually drawn along conventional
lines. He is a dull Fothergil Finch, a
poet too lazy to learn to run.a type¬writer and too conservative to super¬
vise a Little Group of Serious Think¬
ers.
The trend of this book is decidedlymodern. Jeanette Lee not only con-

cerns herself with philosophy, femi¬
nism and the artist in conflict with a
gross- world, but she also tackles the
burning problems of capital and labor
Her characterization of a successful
capitalist is a fairly good one. The
portrayal is not unusual, but it is at
least genuine. The greedy old pluto¬
crat sings a song of capital, a pocketfull of kale, and a charming girl, con¬
temporaneous in ideas if not in years,
listens to his song with appreciation.
In the end capital and labor settle
down cozily in the same family groupand fundamental convictions are not
allowed to interfere with fundamental
and felicitous emotions.

If one were to diagram one of the
typical sentences in this book the
grammarian thus employed would find
himself beset by adverbs. This is
the kind of fiction tho problematical
Daisy Ashford absorbed before she
decided to embellish every other sen¬
tence with an "He said kindly." Re¬
sides the profusion of adverbs we find
an extraordinarily modern use of the
adjective noticeable as a rule in
mediocre current poetry. Miss Lee
refers, quite naturally, to a "pale
voice" and a "calm pencil." Her style
is further vitiated by a sort of vapid
symbolism that suggests a familiarity
with Maeterlinck, Tngore and the lesser
works of Galsworthy. Clumsy hint?.
are dropped now and then to the effect
that fate, or something equally mystic,
is at large, shaping anil misshaping
men's destinies. No doubt the same
fate has predetermined the future of
her book, so that it is needless to
predict that veterans of the Pollyanna
cult can find plenty to gratify them in
"The Raincoat Girh"

New Wine in Old Bottles
LEAVE IT TO DOIUS. By Ethel IIivs-

ton. Publish?.'! by the Bobbs-Merrlll
Company, Indianapolis.
"Leave It to Doris" is a bit too frothy,

sentimental and unliterary for an adult,
but it is bound to interest the average
young girl. It concerns a minister
and his household, people gay by na¬
ture but reared as Puritans. Doris,
the eldest daughter is a born manager,
and in spite of Biblical utterances to
the contrarv succeeds in pouring new
wine into old bottles. A novel relating
the adventures of a family of girls
is always interesting to fifteen-year-
olds, particularly when the oldest is
in charge. It makes their own respon¬
sibilities seem nearer. The book is
full of obvious humor; it has plenty
of action; and the dialogue is agree¬
able.

"û ligas tfteftfc*
CMtwul^aliftrPrtvat£.Â.t.

Baldridge was the official artist of "The
Stars and Stripes," the doughboys' own

newspaper, published in Paris. lie was

at Belleau Wood, Chateau Thierry, the
Argonne, St. Mihiel and in Belgium.
This big book contains reproductions of
all of his original drawings, made while
in the field. He has caught the spirit of
war in all of its phases. His types of
fighting men of all nations arc authorita¬
tive and characteristic. His delineations
of the American doughboy in particular
are inspiring. More than 150 illustra-
t.'nnc ¿» ^" Bookseller»uons- 13.00 net

O. P. ?unam' Sons
Vriv York r ».n,lnn

PRESIDENT WILSON HASBEEN READING

THE MIDDLE
TEMPLE MURDER

A Fine Detective Story
By J. S. FLETCHER

"The book which is apparently being read these days by all
our notables and about which, it must be confessed, the
chief mystery is how President Wilson contrived to lay the
darned thing aside each day after a stint of only four
chapters.".New York Times, Nov. 9.

Second Printing. $1.60 at all book stores.
P.S..Two other mystery tales that you will like are

THE SOLITARY HOUSE, By E. R. Punshon. $1.50.
THE SHADOW OF MALREWARD, By Harris-Burland. $1.60.
ALFRED A. KNOPF, 220 W. Forty-second St., NEW YORK.
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About a Column
Mr. Untermeycr and VerB Libre
As one of the many embryonic poetswho have not yet come under Mr. Louis

Untormeycr'a eager and patronizing
eye, I would like to voice a polite
protest against his dicta and Miss Re-1
becca Drucker'a interviewed interpre¬tation of them.

First and foremost, there is the moot
matter of vers libre, unshackled forms,
etc. Both the poet and his interviewer
stress this phase of current literature.
But is it an accurate reflection of our
poetry -ev.cn if one grants the "racyand indigenous" quality of our verse?
Robert Frost, cited as one of the best
of our "new" poets, writes almost en¬
tirely in blank verse; Vachel Lindsay,another of Mr. Untermeyer's pet in¬
surgents, has never written a poemwithout rhyme; Edwin Arlington Rob¬
inson, surely a definitely American
product, uses (as the critic of "The New
Era' concedí'-) the strictest of old mo¬
tors and classic measures; Mr. Unter
meyer himself has never disdained to
employ all the resources of traditional
rhythm and formal standards.

It seems to me that, while there is
undoubted truth and discernment in
the poet-appraiser's summary, he in
placing undue emphasis on a thing
that exists mainly in a theory. Poetry
is surely attaining a new strength in
America, but when all our achievements
in verse are summed up under the
head of "free verse," that as another
"racy" American poet has observed
"is something else again, y' under¬
stand." R. M. G.

A Plea Tor Debs
I am looking as I write at the head

of Debs sculptured by Louis Mayer,
which 1 have pasted on a finely toned
card with your excerpt from his speech
to the jury of Canton, which you are
good enough to call attention to as a
"finely cadenced piece of prose."

I am writing beneath the closing
lines of a tribute ins¡ ired by his ad¬
dress to the streetcar strikers in Phila¬
delphia, March 19, V.UO, in the course
of which he donates his head to be
broken. .«

I have been a student of fa'-es for
as long as I can remember, and I can
remember no human countenance from
which so vital a love for his kind
flamed. There is also a consecration
to martyrdom in the face, a forward
impetus in that direction which ren¬
dered him vulnerable *to the mouthing«
of the political minded Hillquit and
Berger. While a man's convictions, or
rather his emotions because of his
convictions, are pouring ove the dam
m impassioned speech he does not lie. I
have sal three feet from him on a plat¬
form at such a time, and there were
beads of agony breaking out upon him.

His course in opposing o:i'' entrance
into the world war was a shock to me,
whose boy of twenty wns in trainingfor the front to one who had written
"Death to a Hun." But so deeply do
I feel that he failed to see the issue
through some manipulation of that
heart of love and courage on the part
of those to whom he had long looked
up so sure am 1 of this that 1 forgive
him.

It seems to me a cruelly unfit thing,
and one for which the- future will
censure us, that we still hold this
fanatic against bloodshed in jail.

DAISY SAN'IAL GILL.

Books for Children
Mrs. Wiggin has just compiled a

bookshop for buys and twirls espe¬cially for the Doubleday, Page & Co.
bookshops. The fifty-six titles which
find a place in the list are as fol¬
lows: .Esop's "Fables," Grimm's
"Fair Tales," Andersen's "Fairy Tales,"
"Pernault's Tales," Hamilton W. Ma-
bio, "Norse Stories"; Sidney Lanier,
"Hoy's Froissart"; Kate Douglas Wig-
gin and Nora A. Smith Crimson
classics). "Taies of Wonder." "Tales of
Laughter," "The Story Hour"; "Ara-
bian Nights"; Nathaniel Hawthorne,
"Tanglcwood Tales." "Wonder Book";
John Bunyan, "Pilgrim's Progress";
Charles Kingsley, "Water Babies";
Daniel Defoe, "Robinson Crusoe."
"Swiss Family Robinson"; Jane An¬
drew, "Seven Little Sisters," "Seven Lit¬
tle Sisters Prove Their Sisterhood";
Louisa M. Alcott "Little Women";
Mary M. Dodge, "Hans Brinker"; Lewis
Carroll, "Alice in Wonderland"; Juli-
ana II. Ewing, "Jackanapes"; Kate
Douglas Wiggin, "Rebecca of Sunny-brook Farm," "The Birds' Christmas
Carol," "Polly Oliver's Problem.''
"Mother Carey's Chickens"; Rudyard
Kipling, "Just So Stories," "Jungle
Books 1 and II"; Mark Twain, "The
Prince and the Pauper"; Kate Douglas
Wiggin and Nora A. Smith (Crimson
classics), "The Posy Ring," "Golden
Numbers"; Thomas B. Macaulay, "Lays
of Ancient Rome"; Agnes Repplier,
"Book of Famous Verse"; Francis T.
Palgrave, "Children's Treasury"; Wal¬
ter Scott. "Poems"; William Allingham,
"Ballad Books"; Horace Scudder, "Book
of Legends"; Howard Pyle, "Robin
Hood." "King Arthur"; "Plutarch's
Lives"; Nora A. Smith Bible stories),
"Old. Old Taies from the Old. Old
Book"; Edward Evem.tt Hale, "The Man
Without a Country"; Edward Lear.
"Nonsense- Books"; Joel Chandler
Harris. "Nights With Uncle Remus,"
"Songs and Sayings"; Louise Closser
Hale, "Peterkin Papers"; Frances H.
Burnett. "Sara Crewe"; Charlotte M.
Yonge, "Dove in the Eagle's Nest";
J< hn Biown. "Rah and His Friends";
Thomas Hughes. "Tom Brown's School
Days"; Neltje Blandían, "Bird Neigh¬
bors," "Nature's Garden"; Jane Porter.
"Scottish Chiefs"; Walter Scott, "lvan-
hoe"; James Fenimore Cooper, "The
Last of the Mohicans"; Robert Louis
Stevenson, "Child'-. Garden of Verse."

Miss Lewis Replies
'Dear, proper Miss Lewis" is having

no end of fun over the comments on
her recent letter. Some display such
an amusing ignorance of human nature
and its wa s, such a lack of logic and
such a failure to see the point of her
letter as to be most amusing.
For one thing, they take no note of

the fact that her approval of some

censorship applied only to public libra¬
ries. The writers seem quite at sea
as to whether there is such .a thing as
morality Heaven save us!1 and are
also unable to discern between it and
immorality. One miirht think they
were moles who had lived so long
underground that their eyes were quite
useless in the light. One almost ques¬
tions whether they can be citizens of
the same country that has produced
the innumerable" sturdy, clear-eyed
characters that have made the United
States what it is. Or should I say,
saved it from what it would otherwise
have become ?
Immorality does not consist alone in

wrong relations between men and worn-

en. There are books which make law-1lessncsfj appear attractive and harm-lesa, which justify murder, which ad-
vocate anarchy. If there were no cen-!
«ors for our public libraries these jmight be placed on the shelves andread by the youth of our land, withthe result that in a few years we wouldfind it necessary to make great sacri-fices in order to preserve those bul-|warks of civilization for which so
many of our forefathers struggled and!
gave their lives and which many in our
present generation love to uphold.Immoral literature is that which por-'trays vice of any kind in such a man-
ner as to make it apnear desirable andharmless. The mere portrayal of viceis not immoral. Ignorance and inno-
cence are not the same. Hair-splittingquestions as to what is moral in thisday and generation are mere quibbling.I have yet to learn that all artists inthe world think that purity and beauty-can rarely go together. The most ex¬quisite beauty is that which is pure.A taste for that which is impure canhnrdly be called a taste for real beauty.But there are many who have such ahazy idea of what is pure that theytaboo some things which are pure andaccept others that are quite' the re-
verse. For instance, there are nudepictures and statues which are pureand those which are not. There is]nothing impure in the nude itself.There are human beings who are bun-

Style vs. Prose
No one yet has successfully reduced"style" to any concrete, material defi¬nition. Bandied about from book tobook, the shuttlecock of countlessliterary battledores, elusively defyingthose who best could interpret it, stillremains quite the most vague expres¬sion in literary use. We understand,however, the applications to which it;

most generaly refers, and the distinc¬tion here if« easily defined.
The right word in the right place-certain peculiar expressions agreeablycontinued, such as one finds in Pater,Flaubert, occasionally in Henry James.achieves an unmistakable literarydistingué for the writer otherwise per-haps unobtainable.
But what is the right word in theright place? Certainly here personalityintrudes. And the intrusion is quiteargumentative. The word for you maynot be mine; may react converselyeven in meaning; somewhat, too, de¬

pending on mood or temperament, in¬
clination or mental adjustment.

It is obvious that prolonged practiceof a certain intricacy of form, necessi¬
tating constant reference, continual re¬
vision, discourages spontaneity, tend¬
ing to eliminate leisurely continuity,that which is the chiefest asset of
strict prose form. Therefore these
.'artistic obstructions," permissible in
critiques, essays .not always adaptablethen you will not always find in Sir
Thomas Browne, in Edmund Burke, inN'ewman. There is nothing to dis¬
courage the sonority of "Urn Burial."
('ocasional rapid fire sentences in
"Letters on the Regicide Peace" maynot be style, but it is prose, and it is
magnificent. John Donne, whose prose,
to me, precedes his poetry, replete with
monosyllabic music, is un-Paterian, but
prose.

Well, the field is even larger still
in fiction. David Copperfield grasps
more hands than Marius. and Mme.
Bovary needs many an introduction,when Loma Doone has been a friend
for years. After all, there is some¬
thing Tolstoyan in this recognition
something, too, that helps one to be¬
lieve in public faith.

D. L. GILBERT.

Gossip
An Author Goes to Sea

William McFee, author of "Aliens"
nnd "Casuals of the Sea." who has a
new book scheduled for spring publi¬cation, arrived in New York the other
day with plans laid for a two or three
months' stay and visits to several of
the larger cities. To-day Mr. McFee
is gone, vanished, fled to the high seas,
and tho lecture bureau managers who
were trying to add him to their cir¬
cuit of author-lecturers are still look¬
ing somewhat baffled from tho sud¬
denness of his departure.
He stayed in our midst exactly one

week. Then the call of the sea
triumphed over all the invitations that
were pressing in on him from friends
all over the country. He tried to tightit off, but the attempt was useless.
Finally, after a week of pavements and
subways and hotels and theaters, he
packed up his things abruptly and
fled.

"I always write better and enjoylife better at sea," he explained.
Mr. McFee's numerous friends here

are extremely disappointed, for the
shy British sailorman is the most de¬
lightful of companions. The public,though, should be glad. The sudden
departure means that the new McFeebook will almost certainly be readybefore the time he has contracted.

The Author of "I Accuse"
The authorship of anonymously pub¬lished "I Accuse" and the first volumes

of "The Crime" has been attributed to
various sources, and before the end of
the war judicial investigation to dis¬
cover the identity of the author was
ordered by the Swiss government. The
sensation produced on two continents
by the publication of "I Accuse" is now
a matter of history, and when the dis¬
closure was made that a German, Dr.
Richard Grelling, was the author of
these books his American publishers,
the George H. Doran Company, were be¬
sieged for particulars about this out¬
spoken and enlightened German patriot
of to-day. The following information
has just been received from abroad:

Dr. Richard Grelling, the son of a
well known German merchant, was born
and brought up in Berlin. After finish¬
ing his legal studies ac Heidelberg he
settled in his native city as legal rep¬
resentative in political and literary
processes. He was considered an au¬
thority on all questions of literary
rights and secured as clients the most
famous German literary men in that
"storm and stress" time of young
Germany in the '90s. The Prussian
censor was trying to suppress the new
literature so full of revolutionary opin¬
ions. Dr. Grelling carried on the war
against the censor sv¡._ victoriously and
brought on the stage the threatened
plays, "The Weavers," by G. Haupt¬
mann; "Hanna Jagert," by Haltleben,
and several dramas from his own pen,
among them the social drama, "The
Same Light," produced in the Lesaing
Theater, Berlin, in 1892, and in the fol-
lowing year on the same stage the
play "Ralsen vs. Ralsen." Besides his
legal and literary work Dr. Grelling
came forward as an active politician
and stood as democratic candidate for

the Reichstag in 1887 on the occasion
of the so-called "Septennat" election
under Bismarck. Between 1890 and 19Ö0
Dr. Grelling founded, with other paci¬
fists, the German Peace League, which
soon spread over Germany in a series
of local committei 3, but on account of
'he spread of militarism and chauvin¬
ism it exerted little or no influence on
German opinion. The conviction that
German democracy must decline and
be without influence so long as the
Hohenzollern and Prussian militarism
held command in Germany led Dr.
Grelling, at the end of the '90s, to
withdraw from active politics and to
live only for his scientific and literary
work.

Dr. Grelling is now busy as ever with
careful researches into the history of
the years preceding the war. The defense
pamphlets of the German military party,
which are constantly being issued,
the disinclination of the present lead-
ers of the republic, ¡rom the ex-Kaiser
down to the last journalist and officer,
to settle the responsibility in a satis-
tory manner on their guilty friends,:
the lack of self-knowledge and self-ex-'I
amination which have held the majority
of Germans in a mist of lies.all th¡3
is the thème of the fruitful literary
work of Dr. Grelling at the present
time.

"Flowers of St. Francis"
Among the illustrated books of the

year will be "The Little Flowers of
St. Francis," translated by Thomas
Okey, which will be one of the Dut-
ton holiday publications. It will be
superbly illustrated in color from the
famous paintings by the French artist.
Eugene Burnand, and will contain
fresh material, never before translated
into English, from an old Spanish ver¬

sion of the work.

Sorolla and Ibáñez
Sorolla, the famous Spanish artist,

has just returned to his home in Valen¬
cia from the island of Iviza, one of the
Balearic group in the Mediterranean,
where he lias been spending the sum¬
mer painting. He is enthusiastic over
this picturesque spot, a place that is
so vividly portrayed by Sorolla's fel¬
low townsman. Vicente Blasco Ibáñez
in his novel "The Dead Command,"
well known to American readers
through the English translation by
Frances Douglas, published by the
house of Duñ'icld & Co. The most
striking picture which Sorolla painted
during his sojourn in Iviza repre¬
sents the landing of a cargo o:' con¬

traband goods on the Iviza shore.
a characteristic scene, recalling Blasco
Ibáñez's character or Tomi (.'lapes, the
smuggler, in "The Dead Command." It
is interesting to hear that this paint¬
ing is to figure in the collection of av.
American millionaire, and will be on
exhibition in New Yo.ri during the
coming winter.

Napoleon
Philosophical Motive
In Mr. Trench's Play

NAPOLEON. By Herbert Trench. Oxford
University Press, New York.
The best built dramatic edifice ¡s

certain to break down under an ex¬

cessive load of philosophical super¬
structure. Ibsen very conclusively
demonstrated this fact in "The Em¬
peror and the Galilean"; Mr. Trench
fails on a smaller scale, but quite as

decisively, in "Napoleon."
The drama takes place at the time

when Napoleon was contemplating an
invasion of England from Boulogne;
and the two principal characters are
the French Emperor himself and a

young idealistic Englishman who ad¬
mires Napoleon as a leader of *hi
French revolutionary forces, but hates
him as a conqueror and dictator.
Despite the author's gallant efforts to
preserve their individuality these two
figures tend more and more to develop
into types of opposing historical
forces. Personal ambition, the instinct
for domination, materialism, are per¬
sonified in Napoleon; his youthful op-
ponent expresses the spirit of ideal-
ism, universal liberty and the brother¬
hood of man.
The dialogue between these two con-

trasted characters in the third act is
easily the best passage in the play,
both in its literary form and in its
content. Abandoning the prose which
he employs throughout the first two
acts, the author sets forth the argu-
ment between the two men in spirited
blank verse that compares favorably
with the best of his earlier poetry.

ÍThe author sacrifices several promis¬
ing half forprted minor oharacters on
the altar of hi» «jhilosophical drama.

Mystery, Thrills, Action

The GIRL in
the MIRROR
By Elizabeth Jordan

A COMBINED love and
mystery story which, the

New York Evening Sun says,
"keeps the reader guessing
right up to the end of a series
of thrills." (A Century book.
At all bookstores. $1.60. )
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NOTABLE BOOKS OF THE AUTUMN

from ihe Lisl of Houghton Mifflin Company
FORMER SENATOR ALBERT J. BEVERIDGE'S

LIFE OF JOHN MARSHALL
T^HK first two volumes of this
¦*¦ great work were placed by
the unanimous consent of critics
among the world's notable biog¬
raphies. "Our best classic,"
"An imperishable portrait," "A
book without a single dull page,"
"An achievement in writing his¬
tory dramatically that has no

parallel," such were the com¬

ments of the leading historians
and reviewers.

Theodore Roosevelt
in The Outlook

"Zeal, research, impar¬
tiality, acnteness of ob¬
servation, and the power
to write with interest and
charm . all these are
combined in Bereridge's
Life of Marshall."

TN the two final volume* Mar»
¦*¦ shall's achievements on the
Supreme Bench are adequately
described for the first time and
the great judicial decisions
through which he moulded Ameri¬
can history presented with their
entire historical background in .
narrative that has all the color and
interest of a great historical ro¬
mance.a romance in which every
word is true.

The price of Beveridge's Marshall, handsomely bound and illustrated in full color and tn black and
white, is $10.00 net for volumes III and If, boxed, or $20.00 net for the set of four volumes, boxed.

WHEN I COME BACK ABRAHAM LINCOLN
HENRY SYDNOR HARRISON
A story of an American soldier.
"Here in the narrow compass of a
little book a master hand catches
and keeps the outlines of a great
soul." $1.00 net.

THE PHILOSOPHY
OF CONFLICT
HAVELOCK ELLIS

A brilliant series of essays by the
great English sociologist on Psycho-
Analysis, The Mind of Woman, War
and the Sex. Problems, The Politics
of Women, etc. $2.50 net.

JOHN DRINKWATER
"Among the most notable produc¬
tions of the modern theatre.".New
York Post. "One of the finest plays
of our tirnev".New York Sun. $1.2$
net.

THE SECOND BOOK
OF MODERN VERSE

JESSIE
Edited by
B. RITTENHOl SE

A companion volume to "The Little
Book of Modern Verse," containing
over 200 of the liest poems of the
present day. $1.50 net.

POEMS
JOHN ORINKV-ATER

"Many lover- of lyrical poetry will
feel that another bright planet ha*
swung into a permarer.t orbit an
their sky.".Chicago Post. $2.00 net.

A GOLDEN AGE
OF AUTHORS

WILLIAM WEBSTER ELLS¬
WORTH

"The most fascinating readable honk
of recollection« -Albert Kigelow
Paine. 'You make a whole period
in our literature alive and marvel-
louslv human.".Professor Pattee.
Illustrated. $3.75 net.

THEODORE ROOSEVELT
WILLIAM ROSCOE THAYER

A LABRADOR DOCTOR
WILFRED T. GRENFELL, M. D.

"It is a discriminating biography, well planned and de- "The finest autobiography that has appeared since The
lightfully written. Everybody should read it.".George Education by Henry Adams.".Richmond News I eadcr.
Wharton Pepper in the Boston Transcript. "Altogether "A narrative so variant and pungent and full of grnu-
a splendid book, the inspiring record of an epic figure, ine human interest that the reader i* amazed by its
I wish every American could be compelled to read it." infinite variety.".Philadelphia North American. Pro-
.Baltimore Sun. Illustrated. $5.00 net. fu*elv illustrated. $4.00 net.

niMii: ItAT ALL BOOK STORE.«

NEW NOVELS
LITTLE HOUSES By George WodenThe Detroit Free Press calls it "a kindly, comprehending tale, whosecharacters are humanly real and sometimes quaintly wise and humor¬

ous. Its maturity of style and grasp of the reactions of charac¬
ter are unusual In a first hook." $1.90

THE BETRAYERS By Hamilton DrummondThe yew York Tribune saysi "Frederick II.'s quarrel with Pope Inno¬
cent IV. is the background against which Mr. Drummond ....

weaves a tale that brings to life again tire splendid scarlet crafty Car¬dinal Montelegno, . even rbat enigma, Peter de Vinea, plotting tokill Frederick to save him from damnatloo . . the council at Lyons,the massacre in the Cathedral at Turin." $1.90
THE MAN WITH THE LAMP By Janet LalngThe Boston Transcript declares that Miss Laing's people "are the stuffof which life is so often, and stories, alas, so seldom, made." $1.90
THE STREET OF ADVENTURE, By Philip GtbbsThe Philadelphia Press calls It: "One of the finest transcripts fromlife in the great fascinating mill of newspaper manufacture that hasbeen written." $1.90
THE HOMESTEAD By Zephlne HumphreyThe Pictorial Review praises It as "sincere in its effort to depict theemotional reactions of a woman who Is fighting for more than her life,for the soul within her that has a right to breathe and expand." *j[ QQ
SILVER AND GOLD By Dane CoolidgeThe San Francisco Chronicle says: "Dane Coolidge, being ¦ bred-in-the-bone frontiersman, knows his ground with a thoroughness approachedby very few novelists of the West ... a rattling story and as goodas a movie melodrama any evening." #/ ve

THE SON OF PIO By C. L. CajrlsenThe Chicago Herald thinks iti "One of the most colorful, readable,likable books of recent times . . the sort of book you like to have
on vour shrives to offer to the friend who is looking for something goodtofead." $l7s

THE CRESCENTMOON By F. Brett YoungEverybody's Magazine says: "It gives you a pleasant creepy fe«*ling.The book stands out among the year's romance, because in itthere beats so strongly the inscrutable heart of Vfrica "

ft 9'K

THE GAMESTERS By H. C BaileyThe X'xc York Times calls it "a gay tale of adventure rather s tale of
many adventures, of the maddest kind. Through it ail Kve re¬mains as lovely as she is daring "

gf 7J
THE LITTLE DAUGHTER OF JERUSALEM
By Myrlam Harry« introduction i>% Jules i «-maître

Rimsell (¡ore writes: "A book of subtle fragrance, of intangible charm;
. . . a book without plot complication that yet tells n wonderfullyrich story of an exotic childhood; a record of emotion, of imagination,of adventure, and of strange experiences. Frankly it Is one of the moatvivid and interesting "books I have read in many months." $1.90

a.,£*z E. P. DUTTON & CO. Ml ".**¦*
>«m< inrk
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Mountain
Paths
By Maurice Maeterlinck
Author of "The Blue Bxrd," ttc.

Eighteen new essays, the first
in three years. "He is symbol¬
ical about the good and beauti¬
ful, he is again the charmingobservant philosopher of the in¬
sect and animal world, a°d he
looks mystically over the rim of
the world into eternity.".New
York Tribune.
Cloth, S1.75; limp leather, $2.50

Ecstasy
By Louis Couperus

ilnliiir of th
.Old PrvpU Thing» That

"A work of extreme subtlety,
sensitiveness and skill. . . .

To all who admire fine writing,
delicate feeling for character
and tender sentiment this book
is unhesitatingly commended.".
Pittsburgh Prens. "Of the
rarest, most delicate subtlety
and gem-like beauty.".Chicago
Tribune. $1.50

Publishers- DODD, MEAD&COMPANY.New York

The Oxford
History^India
From the Sarhest Times tt the

S'na eflQH
By Vincent A. Smith

Easily the best work on the subject in the
language. It is based on original research,
sound scholarship and compresse» in s «ingle
volume information which might easily hare
been extended to sis or eight.

Th<
CenturyofHope
A Sketch of Western Proems from

i8if to the Great sVet
By F. S. Marvin

A masterly lummarp of th* progr««« Of
civilization m the hundffsi war« preeto-
¡jtg the Great U'sr. Oiled by th« Loado«
Tima "an unusually wise, fairrnitvUri «cm!
iuxnulating book '*

Net $3.00
j) University


